RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  PLAYER
than I had ever seen in all my life before, and yet my experience in Scotland in that way had been considerable.    Our party, loo, this season was an exceptionally jolly one.     liurrymorc,   Holland,  and   Harris could usually banish dull care under almost any circ.uinstances, but on this particular trip they seemed to outdo themselves in pleasantry.    Charley Harris was a Nre-\v Orleans mini, and was brimful of Southern anecdotes.    I am sure it would have been worth the price of admission to any I heater to have seen and heard him on this occasion.    He sang many of the old negro songs, the. company joining in the chorus, and sang them so characteristically,   :uul   I old   so  many  droll   darky stories,   that   it  convulsed not  only his associates, but  most- of the boat's crew, who hud gathered around to hear.    "We reached Portland in the evening, and found it a delightful eily, and our quarters at a timgmft<Tnt hotel filled with fashionable people.    We were surprised at the array of hcantH'uliy dressed women and modish men which our party encountered upon212              '<
